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INSCRIBED 

TO 

THE LADYE CARA. 



ENVOI. 

What tolaoet this world of pain ? 
To love — and to be loved again ; 
Let all the rest be Cetar't part, 
Be mine, the empire of the heart. 
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BllU) or THE BEECHES. 



CANTO I. 



Oh ! OMsinn, now thy voice is mute, 
** And sorrow broods upon thy lute, 
*' No airy thoughts — no fancy springs — 

No ray to sip their teary wings; 
•* Thy head bare to the wihl winds' wrath, c 
" Like a dry oak the lightnings scathe; 

livery hope and joy are gone ; 

On earth, and more in heart alone ; 
** Kach gift swept by the passions' strife. 

Except the graceless gift of life : «*> 
** Why live then ? Thou hast bared thy woe 

To every falchion's beamy blow. 

And not an arrow's rurvinj^ way. 

Bui prayed to reach yet turned away. 
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" Would'st thou that Ossian bequeath iC 

" To deathless infamy his death ? 

" That he, erst glory's shooting star, 

" By blow — brook — poison — all should mar ? 
Smashed like some bankrupt piece of pelf, 

" The poor assassin of himself ? io 

*' No, no, his first and last the same, 

" Awake his energies again ; 

" Seek danger on his speary throne. 
First drop a prayer, and then strike home. 
And fling the ruby drop of day, v 

" As 't were a worthless pin, away." 

So, from traditionary lore. 
Sings, or corrupts hearsays before, 
A minstrel, or, in palmer's weed. 
One not unused to thought and deed. 
Nor did the racing shadows pass 
Of clouds, the moon flung on the grass, 
More swiftly, than the flitting crew 
Of fancies print his forehead's hue ; 
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You might have guessed him by his mien w 

Some less than forty summers seen ; 

Yet his looks dyed the staining seal 

Of knowledge's forbidden peel ; 

And his smile's ilower-like tracery caught 

The melancholy tinge of thought. 

Existence he had drunk, till all 

The wine was lees, the lees were gall, 

Andy ambushed in a garb of peace, 

Lay coiled a heart but ill at ease ; 

Yet little of the snake it knew, 

Prone to be undone, not undo ; 

Or, if the fangs unsheathed by stealth, 

Drew all the venom to its health. 

His soul not sole on books had pored ; 

An action fitted to the word, ^ 

Shewed music sometimes swelled from mildest ; 

At once the gentlest and the wildest— 

His forehead arched, with few hairs decked, 

Hot blood and fiery intellect ; 



Digitized by 



8 



Not tall, yet with his soul's strength, grew, ^ 

Wider and statelier to view. 

Or eye's flame tricked, when flashed his hate, 

Or tight'ning muscles raised his gait 

Such, in the volume of the look, 

Read, who read margins, not the book, 

Him ciphered clear by Him who writ 

Soul's hieroglyphic manuscript ; 

Yet, tho' plain language spoke his eyes. 

His costume savoured of disguise ; 

Beneath the pilgrim's grey weeds glance 

Reflections, like a steely lance. 

Bright knots that tied his iron thigh 

Caught ever and anon the eye. 

As loosely to the cittern bent, 

Unkenning none, yet by one kent, 

He flung his feelings from the heart. 

Forgetting the dramatic part. 

What silvery shade is seen to shine? 
A spirit? or a spirit's shrine — 
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A woman ? lovely, bom to love, K 

Material the shadows prove, 

A form, two sapling beeches 'twixt, 

Sate, with her looks on heaven fixed, 

Gazing upon the crystal sky, 

Less pure than beamed her raptured eye. 

T was darkness' noon, or it should be. 

But Cynthia ruled ; the spangled lea 

Reflected diamonds ; over all 

Walked stars the solemn march of Saul ; 

Yet not a sound : O yes, the bell '^v* 

Swung from its beam the midnight knell, 

And, with its sullen echoes, float 

The shrill bat's scream, the owPs chill hoot, 

And smote the ear, and kindred sense — 

Sight, woke to trace a castle thence '^^^ 

To south east placed, four furlongs* guagc, 

Then clad in glooms of hour and age. 

But Raymond (warrior, pilgrim, bard, 
Or what you will) saw, felt, nor heard, 
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Save the seraphic vision^ breath, 

And heart as struggling with death ; 

On her some twenty summers fling 

llie fresh flowers sown in beauty's spring ; 

Nor light, nor dark, the tendril clung 

Of brown locks^ from her temples sprung ; 

In eyes, with light mild hazel plays, 

When less the efiulgence mocked the gaze ; 

And all was feminine and tender. 

Needing the grasp of bolder gender ; 

Sparing of stature, bosom, arms, lo^ 

The witch of Faust with modest charms : 

But velvet lip, and vermeil cheek. 

Not sole to Raymond's tranced heart speak : 

His be the dream of other days. 

Of brighter thoughts, of lighter traits, 4 ' 

The first, that in his breast awoke 

The spark of love's electric stroke ; 

His heart grows chill, his eyeballs roll : 

Is this her ghost ? or second soul ? 
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Made, for its punishment, or gain. 
To walk earth's pilgrimage again ? 
Of shape, of charms, with memory's ebb 
All trace lost— save the pictured web 
Like tapestry hung o'er the breast. 
To scare us at the hour of rest : 
Yet, nearer seen, she claimed no part, 
Except the reversion of his heart ; 
Yet, the same lines, the same soft mould, 
Brought back love's former age of gold ; 
He saw, as in the wizard's glass, 
Looks sepulchred, and feelings, pass, 
And felt his being spring again 
Back to the fountain whence it came : — 
The window ! yes — he sees it — there. 
In snowy stole, is couched a fair — 
She watches him, as his swift feet 
Strive to outrun the thoughts that fleet : 
Oh ! it was she, for whom, were torn 
The blackest berries of the thorn ; 
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For whom, was garlanded a crown nC 

Of wild hops — wilder were her own — 

For whom, when with a log of wood 

He bridged the infant's Danube flood, 

He notched a letter of her name, 

To hand his work and her, to fame — 

And, often, when soft eves dispense 

Their shadows mild on innocence. 

Drew to her siae, nor dreaming ill. 

To tickle with a feathery quill — 

When twelve, this Nestor — counting hours — 

Shewed Menelaus* manly powers. 

For that a bearded Paris rushed 

To kiss his Helen — and she blushed — 

No more was confidence restored ; 

In thought, she had betrayed her lord. 

Yet, she is dead — dead long agone — 

Life's draught dashed ere its sixteenth horn. 

And not a vestige of her spilt. 

Except in breast that knew not guilt ; 
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Iler bower will bloom, as bloomed before, K«r 
But hers no wreath be woven more ; 
liluch bush will blush with mellow hues, 
No more her lip shall catch their dews ; 
Streams rill — no drop shall be her part, 
Except the drop that wrings my heart. l^<» 
And could you wonder the fond fly 
Rewinged to flame — nor cared to die ^ 

But marvellous the phantom shone. 
Who heaven's serenity made its own. 
You might have deemed some angel thinu;, 
By love betrayed, had lost her win^*. 
And wandering from the lucid sphere, 
Had new idolatries taught here : 
And, near this glorious mistress, low 
A bird couched, pure as driven snow, 
A cock-a-too by mortals hight, 
Dropped from the regions of the light, 
And its proud crest, of golden shine, 
Flamed like Apollo in his prime : 



Digitized by 



14 



In truth; it was a wondrous bird^ lie 

Nor deem I aught, ere seen, or heard, 

Could shew more parts beyond its station, 

In all the beaked and clawed creation ; 

Either some soul of frailer glass. 

For flaws, was made into it pass ; c$j> 

Or, for its good works, the gross feather 

Sublimed to intellectual ether : 

Let this be — not a thought could stir * 

In the maiden's breast, but known to her ; 

I say her, for she of silver tail KiT 

Too truly loved, to be a male, 

And never seemed but to exist 

In the fair friend, whose wants she guessed ; 

To ward ill, or bring good, ingenious. 

As tho' here her commissioned genius ; t^o 

And such the pure maid deemed her sent, 

Nor prayed a better confident. 

I take to heart most grievously, 
I have not this bird's pedigree ; 
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Tho' many a manuscript bears the soil i^s' 

Of sleepy fingers, o'erturned oil ; 

Tbo' dog's-eared Caxton and black letter. 

With hope, but with success no better ; — 

Tho' I deem it the very story 

Parr took with him to purgatory — 7^0 

That precious book, on which lore lingers, 

He held so tight between his fingers ; 

Nay, spite .pf a praemunire, 

I even sent to Rome to see 

The covers, in the Vatican, 

Of books, within and out the ban 

Of holy Pope — to shew no slight care, 

I bade them look into his night-chair : 

But all in vain ; the book we miss, 

And nothing's left us but — to guess ; 

Yet with these scraps, hints, facts, and fables, 

I hope to found a set of tables. 

That may assist the Heraldic college. 

As true as algebraic knowledge. 
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This beauteous bird I take to be icC 
The very dove, that from the tp^ 
Tore the olive's fragrant bark^ 
And pledged a haven to the ark : 
Then (but I know not for what crime) 
Bade Rome's imperial eagle shine^ ii© 
Condemned perhaps, for ambition's fees, 
To lose its gentleness and peace : 
Then, as Minerva's darling fowl, 
But more appendage fit for cowl — 
Graceless on Athens' best grace — shone — 
The slave and triumph — Parthenon : 
And, peradventure, this, the goose 
That cackling made the Gauls Romelose, 
To Roman steel the world bfe sold, 
Instead of Carthaginian gold. x^c 
But these dry sceptical conjectures, 
We leave to them who deal in lectures, 
And gladly turn to dearer scroll. 
Romantic tale — the wine of soul — 
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Tills doubtless was that falcon pretty, x<^'' 

Which moved fair Canace to pity ; 

And pity 'tis> the bard of fire 

Unstrung his soul before his lyre^ 

And left the ungrateful world to mourn 

The loss of what can ne'er return. ^ '^i 

I dare vouch though its room was narrow, 

That this was Lesbians cherished sparrow ; 

And at its death, changed brown to green. 

Popped in Corinna's parrot-queen : 

Some hold those coexistent — true — jmc 

But this had soul enough for two ; 

Most souls can play a double part, 

And use the tongue, to hide the heart. 

This gentlest of the pinioned race 
Could quote the heart and read the face, itc 
Knew aspects sullen, sordid, sweet, 
For slaughter, gain, affection meet — 
1) 
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And much, than any bird beside 
On swifter, ampler wing could glide ; 
Could bear the tropic heats, and snow. 
Burn — black — or freeze with Esquimaux, 
Run, like ostrich, balms to fetch ye^ 
Or dive as well as Nicolo Pesce ; 
All tones could feign, all tunes could sing. 
Of brutes that creep, or birds that wing : 
Ah, Cara ! thou, our phantom fair, 
Why knew it not thy coming care ? 
Ah ! no foil here, beneath, above, 
In earth, hell, heaven, can parry love. 

But why, sweet Cara ! leave thy room, 
And tempt the witcheries of gloom ? 
Snares of the grey sky, dewy green. 
And the soul's maladies unseen ? 
Soft was its site — the moonlight rays ; 
E'en now, thro' festooned lattice blaze. 
The snow-bells of the fragrant heath. 
E'en now fling profiled charms beneath ; 
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Thy white bed^ snug as bee-bird's nest, 

Seems for the queen of fairies drest : 

Or Imogene*s the meek array, >7C 

Were bird within, and hawk away ; 

Or such as angels, we may paint, 

Usher in the virgin saint. 

That crimpled pillow who discerns. 

And feels a wish that virtue spurns ? '^^^o 

Who could not sit there, night and day, 

And sweetly gaze his soul away ? 

Envying the gnats who homage bring, 

And to thy balmy slumbers sing ; 

Or breathe upon thy peachy cheek, ' 

Or feel thy smile the heart's daybreak ? 

Thou art not there — the light alone 

Revels, as glad its rival gone. 

Ah ! what breast bounds with present glee ? 
The joy of soul is — joy to be : 
Tlie Ladye Cara cannot rest ; 
Tomorrow is to make her — blest 
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Blest ? words, gilt, noise, and want we more ? 

Be crushed the heart, who feels the sore ? 

'Tis true it bleeds, and bleeds again, if^C 

But cuckoos sing, hap-happy dame;" 

And withered hags strew faded flowers, 

To shew the fresh no more be ours. 

The heir of Fairystone can hold 

A hand, tho' shrinking fingers cold, 

And tho' his lips love's potion flee. 

The cup's of gold — and what cares he ? 

When in the castle's bannered hall, 
Silence succeeds carousal's call. 
And trumpeter forgot the toast, 
And revellers, and guests, and host. 
Sunk down, by lethargy oppressed — 
And levelled with them were the best — 
And Dulness starred might, with delight. 
The serf he spurned, his peer at night ; l \r 

He, in death's counterfeit, allow 
His lord, by day less, equal now : — 
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This victim of tlie feudal pride, 

Thro' outlet known to few beside, 

With her twin bird, the vaulted shaft '*ic" 

Threading — and each to each was half — 

At length the trap and grating reaches, 

And scats her 'twixt the two young beeches. 

And have her eyes the minstrel caught ? 
Or did his music wake her thought ? 
O Alchymists ! ye never ween 
So strange a mixture, as is seen 
When two twin glances meet, and roll 
In the alembic of the soul ; — 
Nor all the metals of the earth 
Again give this perfection birth ; 
This — this Corinthian of heaven. 
To only gentler spirits given ! 
She looked, and then her eyes down-cast; 
He looked as tho' he looked his last, 
As tho* life, feeling, sense and thought. 
Into one glance expressive wrought. 
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As tho' immortal mortal made 
The first sweet look of passion paid. 

Hark ! flies being's delicious state — 
Tis Satan marring God's create — 
A monster, foe to joy and sleep, 
The Kouli-khan of trembling sheep, 
The wolfish progeny of hell, 
Bursts from the wood with howling yell ; 
Long had he scourged the shepherds rude. 
Too strong for weakness ; force, too shrewd ; 
Each night, the ruthless fiend's success. 
Each day attested his address ; 
In vain they arm, by trick out-rused ; 
It vain they watch, to watching used; 
Fame's babbling tongue his blazon howled. 
The vilest wolf that ever prowled. 

And now to Cara's favourite seat 
The skulking felon steals his feet ; 
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In iron stands a matadore, 

Stiletto poising to the pore, 

And, yet a moment's waver, pat 

Assailant be had belled the cat. 

But now the beast, his purpose flashed, '^K 

To bolder enterprises dashed. 

For cunning's squint threw fury's fire, 

And sprang to wreak his wolfish ire, 

Grinned ghastly, and in gule distent, 

Shewed him the road, another's meant-; "hstt* 

Then, howling, foaming, maddening, fell 

All head, a Cerberus of hell. 

Raymond too fallen ? all is lost ! 

Not so ; each sinew's at its post. 

He gripes his neck with deadlier clings, 

Than Hercules, the serpent's rings. 

And boldly, down his ravening jaws, 

Thrusts arm, and gauntlet's steely claws. 

The monster weaker struggles tries ; 

A dim film creeps upon his eyes ; 
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The orbs start forth, and now, is seen, 
A carcase cumbering the green. 

What board of generous thanks was spread ? 
What Sancho Panto's viands fed ? 
The lady gave him but a smile, i^c 
And never oped her lips the while, 
C) measureless the bounty's sake, 
Who deem them givers while they take ; 
Fly, wealth, ambition's flag be furled ; 
The smile we love is worth a world. 
Yet had deemed obligation stronger, 
Had she but stayed a moment longer ; 
But bird and maid no more are seen — 
Was Raymond mad ? or did he dream ? 
A moment stood he in suspense ; ho^' 
A thing of brain ? or thing of sense ? 
And, to resolve the doubt in part, 
lie put the question to his heart. 
Then dragged, in melancholy mood. 
His heavy Htops to neighbouring wood, ^♦''^ 
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Where had he motley band left safe — 

Of fortune's gale the vagrant waif — 

Their trimming various as their stock ; 

Birds of a plumage ever flock : 

Some Danish eyes and hair displayed — 

Blue, white (I loved a Danish maid, 

Or, as I prize veracity. 

The truth to utter, she loved me) 

Some, Spaniard's hue ; contrasted then 

The Frenchman's wit the Dutchman's phlegm ; 

And every lad^ a lad of mettle^ 

His only faulty he could not settle. 

But, thro' the wide world's whirling press, 

Still chased still fleeing happiness ; 

Nor deemed automata who feel — 

Mere spokes in being's weary wheel. 

The chief draws near — who goes ? a look — 

The javeUn flinches from its stroke, 

And the night-watcher caught a cheer, 

Because a fellow watcher there. 
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And now he gazes on the crew 

His betters — not his care they knew — 

And envied them the deep repose 

That bears oblivion to woes. 

The dingy embers' glowing grey 45C 

Glared on the looks that sleeping lay^ 

Or some, to keener temper wrought. 

Chewed gloomily the cud of thought. 

He too would sleep — but no sleep seals — 

Who can sleep deep who deeply feels ? 4-*vo 

Out Raymond strives, as rose thought's train, 

To edge or mollify their pain. 

Past actors of the tragic task ! 

Why sport ye at my sleepless trouble, 
Did e'er I wear deceit's false mask? aai: 

Or make you feel, and felt not double ? 
Of the quarry mine no share, 

First hunter of the toil and danger. 
Dear as my bosom's strings ye were. 

My grief is, I to you were strunger: " 
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For some are dead^ and some are fled, 

And some yet hang on being's billow ; 
Yet, with the night thoughts' weary tread, 

Dead, absent, living, haunt my pillow. 
Thus pricked, antipodes to rest, n^ir 
Too sensitive of thorns his breast. 
And Raymond slept not — did he care 
His chamber were the wild brute's lair ? 
Not he — a softer couch had been. 
Sown with his tears, no couch for him ; Abe 
He had rested in the mountain cave. 
Slept sound upon the mountain wave. 
And, on the down of state slept not. 
But prayed the billow were his cot ; 
For since his heart's first heave began, 4*>V 
The epitome of changing man. 
All lots had tried he, and still found. 
As flames to sky> weights tend to ground ; 
A sharer of this ball's unrest, 

A thinking being is not blest : i\7o 
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And yet, enthusiastic, brave, 
To little, but his own peace knave. 
None more deserved the zest of bliss ; 
If virtue trample selfishness. 
His was that virtue, self his ban. 
Scape goat of universal man. 
Victim for all that's great he stood, 
The Codrus of the general good. 

Prone to obey, as to command. 
He life's unequal yards had manned ; 
Play, farce, high, low, in every bill, 
He worlds' theatricals could fill : 
At palace gate had challenged sign. 
And feasted with the palatine : 
He had felt Etna's belchings scorch. 
And wrapped him in Minerva's porch ; 
Now tried the wilderness, and then, 
The greater wilderness of men ; 
And found the crowded, worse rage sway 
To hunt their fellow men for prey. 
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And never hold their species dear. 

Except when to their haunts less near. 

Had swept the counter's gingling dross^ 

And now looked proud from Peter's cross ; 

Now cradle rocked for some hind's thank, MC 

And now in battle's foremost rank ; 

Mosque, synagogue, church, chapel in. 

Had prayed his God, and wept his sin. 

Had Omnipresence found at home. 

At Berne, Constantinople, Rome. 

Nor, tho' he played knight errant's part. 
Had one alone possessed his heart ; 
Each in her turn he fair would call. 
The last the fairest of them all : 
Was it from fixed or fickle laws ? 
He loved, but as she lovely was ; 
He prized the gem, not were it rare. 
But for some hidden virtue there. 
Some virtue, like the well's impressed. 
That shakes its hazel to the breast. 
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The diamond and the ruby range^ 
Their carbon properties ne'er change. 

First beauty played with innocence : 
Was his the crime which snatched her hence ? 
Was then transferred the mystic wand ? 
A stranger's smile cheered stranger's land : 
And one^ less vehemently^ perhaps. 
But not less truly, shared his haps : 
She loved, for fortune loved him not. 
And he loved her who wept his lot. o 

And now lovc*s taper fires engross. 
With scarce a flickering of dross. 
Thee loved he, Cara ? how could he, 
Who had loved many die for thee ? 
Could he, so oft diverged the flame, 
Concentrate all its rays again ? 
Of love's first glorious revelation 
Tlie last still call an emanation ? 
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Alas ! what art can analize 
The soul's nerves that irradiate eyes ? 
As well you might distil the dew. 
And hope to extract the rainbow's hue ; 
Or this majestic globe did bound ; 
And whisk it with a fly flap round. 
Why love we ? for some real or feign, 
With ours sympathetic vein : 
The silken thread may wear ; the blush 
Grow pale ; or circumstance may crush ; 
And must we worship the stiff" stone^ 
When the ethereal tenant's gone ? 
And will the needle's subtile sense 
Still dip, when the magnetic's hence ? 
Raymond, you doubt — and call to brain 
The frail hnks of the flitting chain — 
Are not some dead ? and some, 'tis true, 
Exist ; but do they live for you ? 
As well you might compress the winds. 
As seek to rivet broken minds — 
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Go to — the argument is just 

But does he Cara love, or lust ? v*s"t> 

Ah ! when did eye discourse with eye, 

And his heart not its poison buy ? 

Thro' vein and thought the fluid flew, 

Till flesh and soul were upas' dew — 

When lured the meretricious bird cvbT 

A touch ? a look ? a sigh ? a word ? 

He had deemed Cleopatra rude. 

If pearls could melt her to his mood ; 

He never fell, but virtue sighed ; 

He never panged, but would have died. 

But, if she caught the new-winged flame, 
Would Cara lose ? or Cara gain ? 
This told — the touchstone — nought was gross. 
His fear, his pain, another's loss — 
He — pure pollute with baser Icvain — 
Not for a world, or crystal heaven ! 

D 
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Thus pondered Raymond till clouds streak 
Reflections of Aurora's cheek, 
Who with her freshness breathing peace, 
At length compels the wretch to ease, 
Lulls conscience, bids despair resign, 
And e'en gives love an anodyne. 



END OF THE FIRST CANTO. 
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Thk quiet nmjegty of night 
Is flooded with the tide of ii^^ht, 
Andy wafted on iU ample ray. 
Care's freighted cargoes float with day, 
And man regards the starry scene^ 
But as the monarchs that have been : 
Up — up — it iH the tournament ; 
Youth springSi as to some blessing sent^ 
But, with less buoyancy, eld's hands 
Unfold the catalogued commands, 
Quote spectacles to spell aright 
The arrangements of the mimic fight. 

I) 2 
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It is morn's first; yet busiest hour ; 
The bee already clasps the flower ; 
The gorgeous hues of the glowing ball 
Are dashed upon the waterfall ; 
Cows whisk long shades of pensile tails 
Runs cow-boy, but to tread them fails. 
Not yet the castle had boomed four, 
Anticipated yet before, 
As if the primest day of year. 
Were all too short for toil's career. 
The sounding hammers wake a din. 
As if to break all rest within : 
One rims the neighing war-horse' hoot ; 
Another probes the armour's proof ; 
This, with finger's fret, — a field — 
Is furbishing the shining shield ; 
That, beads in hand, upon the stones. 
Is muttering his orisons ; 
And, from the chapel's early quire. 
The beja-bejas rung of friar ; 



37 

And some are seen the holy dew 

To sprinkle on the hauberk's hue, 

And bear away each ponderous piece, ic 

And fit to knight, and wend each crease : 

All ply their trades : all bend to task ; 

And discontent must wear a mask, 

If labour curses the decree, 

That some must winch for others' glee. 40 

Quadrangular the building nigh ; 
For wings, arose two turrets high ; 
Not in three spacious ballia built, 
As formidable towers of tilt ; 
A stream, to oast, compressed behind 
A space, not spacious nor confined ; 
Yet strong, and wide enough, to shew 
Full sport to an assailant's blow ; — 
A church just snug, for spurs, and cowl, 
And victims of fair play and foul ; 
And where the drawbridge hung its horns, 
Gate, right and left, a tower adorns — 



Digitized by 



38 



Yet, with its crest of ivy, found, 
Tho' stronger castle swept to ground — 
And all a moat, now dry, then wet, 
Surrounds, and crenelled parapet. 

Twas in the gentle slope, that straight 
Conducted eye to bridge and gate, 
The lists were built, and now the beam 
Shines on the skeleton of the scene, (»6 
And naked arms, ropes, poles present 
Embryo grandeur's element. 
Bare as a village fair, ere noon 
Has strung the drum, and patched costume ; 
Or a coronation's next day, ts: 
When harpies come to seize their fixed prey — 
Happy the eye shuns truth's confusion, 
And drinks the magic of delusion ! 
Yet, a charmed city soon will be 
These atoms, meet for chivalry ; > 
E'en now brocade is glittering fair. 
And flaunting with the breezy air ; 
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Arras and Paris spread their store, 
Of figured stufls, and fibred ore, 
And see — tho' riderless, advance 
Steeds proud to bear but mail and lance ; 
They touch the ground, as vile to stain. 
Or rear, if aught ignoble rein ; 
And o'er the hills are seen to creep 
Pleasure's light groups too glad to sleep, 
Eager to take best rank allowed 
In waggons, marshalled for the crowd. 

Wakes Cara ? hears she ? who but hears 
Ilis scaffold rocking in his ears ? 
O weeping maiden ! thou, in vain, 
Ilead'st thy sad history again — 
Far other halls — far other day — 
Ere yet thy parents snatched away — 
Ere Walter of proud Fairystone, 
in guardian's rights entrenched his own, 
And, lured by avarice and sway. 
An inliint, marked thee for his prey, 
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And link by link to abrade the chain. 
Removed, or bribed thy faithful train ; 
For them, set over thee who smile — 
Creatures of honey-tongues and guile, 
Thy feelings to his views to whet — 
Behold the white hart in the net ! 

But one is true, one proof to pay, 
A present, on thy saint's name day, 
Of fay, who bade on Cara call. 
Thy snowy friend is all in all ; 
And long thy bird has watched, and taught 
The machinations Walter wrought ; 
Taught, how his soul not caverned gold, 
But deeper fiend-like passions hold ; 
To jewelled chastity a foe ; 
To none tremendous but the low ; 
How oft enforced Marchetta's stain, 
By ruffian violence and gain ; 
How oft the vain avenger called, 
And struggled with the tear-trempt wall ; 
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How oft their fate his victims bring. 

The poignard, cup, grim hunger, string ; 

How his to shape, not strike the blow — MC 

She — she — his ladye love — no — no — 

Wealth decks for him the bridal bed, 

And Mammon grins in Hymen's stead. 

Nor stood his public honour clear ; 
He first allured Matilda here, 
Then^to king Stephen's joined his men, 
When fortune kicked the beam for them ; 
At Arundel, her cause at fault. 
He urged, unknightly, the assault : 
Again, but not till bargain done, 
Swore his allegiance to her son ; 
Turns side to side, yet trusted ranges ; 
We love the moon because she changes. 

Yet sin plagues sin; to greatness' sleeve 
The smallest burrs oft tightest cleave : ^ 
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Him in his cups mocks Cara's bird. 

His foolish face, and foolish word ; 

Or, were a second heriot prize, 

The bird's would sparkle as his eyes ; 

Did Amazonian force repel ? ?iC 

He heard a laugh that rung his knell : 

He oped his chest — the bird was there — 

He reeled — and met the creature's stare — 

Or, grew he rude with petticoat, 

" Shame, shame," the Cockatoo's brave note. 

In short the bird was Walter's bane, 

A Monsieur Tonson come again ; 

And fain he would an angel given, 

To bribe the cockatoo to heaven ; 

Or tried his hand at Nero's doses, : 4\ 

And helped it to apotheosis. 

But bad men's weapons turn awry 
The unseen swords of the sky, 
And Walter's superstitions fling 
Divinity about the thing, \ct 
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And bear Iu8 nurrored crimes to vex, 
For iuture'B talionis lex. 

She hated — nor her hate now smothers. 
Her simple heart clean gone another's : 
Ah ! who has felt the burning sigh — 
The wrestling heart — the pensive eye — 
The rays of fancy — wet lids' kiss — 
I'hat rainbow the first wish of bliss ? 
And did she love ? or fancy was it ? 
If it were not love, pray, what was it ' 
Once, li^ht as lark, her plants she'd prune, 
And tie the stems, and watch the bloom. 
Or dream all placidly of flowers, 
New buds see, or festoon new bowers ; 
She 'd hang her doves at morning's call, 
At noon shade, take in at dew-fall ; 
And fancy other hands would spoil, 
If mingled in the happy toil. 
She felt not as she felt before. 

Her thoughts were changed — she know no more— •? » 
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Did they among the beeches stray^ 

And who but Raymond crossed her way ? 

Or lead her to the crystal stream, 

Whose image with her own is seen ? 

Her Bijou favourite turned afraid, tlT 

And barked, but at the stranger's shade : 

Their queen if shepherds came to greet, 

Who laid the bouquet at her feet ? 

Did she the final victor crown ? 

Whose casque but his, with vizor down ? 

Or styled the empress of the sphere. 

With whom would she her sceptre share ? 

Did she knights' faces seen recall. 

One, one the face eclipsed them all. 

Or roamed imagination's zone, 

Still, still her pilgrimage not lone. 

The bird sate on her counterpane — 
Weeps she ? weeps it ; sighs ? sighs again ; 
Then strove to tempt her dewless lip 
Exotic rarities to sip ; 



Digitized by 



46 



For it, since midnight's rapid scene^ 
O'er half the world had rambling been^ 
And plucked the daintiest fruitage known 
In tropics^ cold^ or burning zone : 
Leone's creamy codlins, star- 
Apples of Jamaica far, 
Ouavas^ sappadillas — West, 
And all the other Indies' best, 
Ind's, Java's, China's flowers and fruit, 
And slices of Nelumbo root ; 
And tries in vain its winning ways. 
To catch its mistress' smile and praise. 
Then aped the bird, to give her glee. 
All native music's witchery : 
Now as the nightingale's thrilled song^ 
That love-lorn ears to listen long ; 
Now, in the thrush's louder strain. 
But still love's ditty o'er again ; 
Now^ as the lyric lark, it tries 
The hymn of joy and cloudless skies ; 
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Or in the blackbird's deepened note. 

Bids woods, and streams, and meadows float : 

But not the key can bird assume. 

To string a spirit out of tune. 

But now the clambering sun appears — jn^- 
A truce to thought, a truce to tears — 
Cara must rise ; the whisper, rap, 
Tread louder, faster — yet a tap — 
Bespeak to trim impatient train, 
She rises lovely, tho' in pain. 

What on the toilette's altar shine ? 
Gems, tiara's glittering twine. 
Robe, rayed by Mechlin nymph, or fay, 
With stars of silver shingles, lay : 
Has Walter taxed his soul to set them ? 
As statesmen taxes pay to get them : 
Lest merits fail to intercede, 
His brief prayed diamonds to plead ? 
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She takes thoiu not : the Herpent plain. 

And her hand darted back again ; 

Nor views the offering — gold, robe, stone -— 

But as the devil's hecatomb. 

Taboo the casket's lightnings shone ; 

One glance, 't was anger's, one alone : 

O were they basilisk's eyes swift, 

To strike the giver, as his gift ! ' 

Fier simplest robe she culls, and fain 

Would sables, symbols of her pain ; 

Her fillet frock matched — stripe of rose — 

The flower-fence of Harbadoes : 

Let plainness foreign aids require. 

Beauty is beauty's best attire ; 

Who looked upon iier sculptured form. 

And asked cymar what hues adorn ? 

But hope is sometimes on the wing, 
Altho' we have not seen it spring. 
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The bird is at the lattice seen 
Spreading his pinious to the beam. 
But quicks ere he well winnow can. 
Or gloze his flossy feathery fan, 
Returns with eye bright, motion brisk^ 
And Cara leads from window's disk : 
Lo ! from bent bow, that seldom fails. 
Its meteor path a message trails ! 
Falls at her feet, as poised by fate, icr 
An arrow light and delicate : 
Its silver stem shone as it lay. 
And studded small with rose and bay ; 
Perhaps no airy ship e'er bore 
A fonder freight to fonder shore ; )U 
Perhaps^ if wishes could have strode. 
The archer had his arrow rode — 
She runs — she stoops — and seems to feel 
Strange pulses as she breaks the seal : 
" I dreamt a wonderous phoenix came^ 
And built within my heart ; 
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So sweet, yet fierce, the funeral flame, 

It burnt up every part. 
The bird flies brighter than the sun, 

Renewed in beauty's blaze, ^l© 
And, reckless of the havoc done, 

With not one thought repays." 
With not one thought ? her tone of ruth 
Bespoke too much thought dwells with truth ; 
For, sheltered in her boddice, rest \p 
The happy lines, where kings were blest. 

Tis noon : rays less obliquely shine. 
And undulate heat's crystalline ; 
The painted pageantry is rife ; 
Snufl* steeds the anticipated strife : 
Two pages by her pamfrey stand — 
The Ganymedes of Saxon land ; 
Over its milk-white gloss is flung 
A silver net with tassels hung: 
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Why mount not ? Cara will not hold, 
Tho' Walter kneels, his chain of gold ; 
Fifty of knighthood's flower ride. 
Each knight chained thus to lady's side : 
Yield Ladye Cara — Walter must — 
Who can subdue a lady's lust ? 
Chained two and two, but one is found. 
His spurned links dangling to the ground. 

And now the worshippers have done 
Bowing to their idol's throne ; 
But Cara scarce herself controuled 
To look around the field of gold ; 
Yet how gay glares the gorgeous scene ! 
Tents, scaffolds, booths, with towers between — 
The gobelins themselves surpass, « 
To find new patterns of arras ; 
The universe it would require, — 
Such living patterns of desire : 
All beauty, ghtter, movement, dust ; 
Doubt rubs his eyes, and will not trust : 
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But three days since the wild deer dashed ? It^ 
But three days since the mattock clashed ? 
In such a space, the wizard's wand 
Alone could spread such fairy land. 

Amphitheatric the scene vast ; 
One canopy the rest surpassed ; 
There a blaze of beauty shone, 
Set round the inestimable stone — 
Gems rare — yet prized by carats' worth — 
How prize the rarest of the earth ? 
The diamond purest, largest, best, Kv* 
Is, at least, worth all the rest. 
Various is taste — this queenly fair 
Wreathed with a turban her dark hair ; 
That, an Arcadian shepherdess, 
But diamonds decked her crook and dress ; Ito 
That, as a huntress, twirled a lance, 
But not so harmless was her glance ; 
One trusts her to the peacock's dyes : 
One to simplicity and eyes ; 
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Yet few but jewelled lustre deck^ )tr 

And snow of plume, and snow of neck : 

Such, to compare dark things with bright, 

The opera glanced on birthday night. 

Cara o'er all — plain, lovely, towers. 

In robe of pink, and fillet flowers, 

Seen with her beauteous bird at play, 

And each the wonder of the day ; 

Yet scarcely knew, so meek her thought. 

Why unlooked-for looks she caught : 

So, gem-cut, bathing Cupid's shiver ^ 

Charms, and wounds, without his quiver. 

She blushed, kissed bird's wing, sought its shades ; 

And now, all deadly paleness fades. 

She reads fate in yon altar's glass : 
Three red-robed priests are muttering mass ; 
Their splendid vestments match the plate. 
Heaped less from piety than state ; 
Twelve girls, like angels, gaze thereon ; 
Must she there Walter wed anon ? 
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Dare she — men, folly ; priests quote sin ; 
What dares not woman — love within ? 

A shout — from towers, hills, walls and trees, 
A sea of hats in motion heaves : 
The knights are horsed ; the marshals read, 
And heralds cry the lists'areed ; '^vr. 
Eight trumpets sound their anthem clear; 
Walter has couched, and his compeer. 
He stands on stirrup, azure gleams 
His cuirass; gold knobs sew the seams; 
His left arm bore a ponderous shield ; 
Its crest a fox in argent field ; 
And under this device engrossed, 
Where malice might suspect a boast, 
" Toujours pr6t 
A dire fait," 

But we read not as others read ; 
The subtle do — not show their deed. 
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Sir Reginald seeks knightly crown ; 
His coat and breastplate burnished brown ; 
A tiger rampant is his crest. 
On ermine rears his yellow breast ; 
And, on his targe, this legend happy : 
Je m'61ance 06 je veux bien frapper. 
One ear, one eye — a pause, a stop — 
You might have heard a pin to drop ; 
And now a clash and shouts rebound ; 
Sir Reginald is on the ground : 
His squires rush, breathe, and wipe his face ; 
Would they could wipe off his disgrace ! 

Another — ply the trumpets' task — 
Sir Launcelot ; white greaves and casque ; 
His arms a Cupid, vert the ground, 
" Tout est a moi," the motto found : 
At least, Sir Cupid, tho' victorious 
Elsewhere, this day was not a glorious. 
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Forth long-tailed steed and rider rushed ; 
But; spite squire's stafT, and knight's spurs large, 
His mettle is not brought to charge : 
We spare the name, and the device ; 
Chance shall not spatter honour nice. 

Behold, a milk-white courser foams ; 
Four jerkined squires, in silk four grooms 
Attend ; huge plumes shade warlike face ; 
Such Manfred's fatal helmet grace ; 
Uis visor up ; his ample orb 
Or ; eagle's wings its field absorb ; 
This legend, to its action fit, 
" Jusqu' aux nues ma r^nomm^c/' writ; 
His armour green with golden joints ; ^'\^ 
A slender lance the bearer points : 
And now the trumpets sound again, 
Eyes' fireballs flash, and smokes the plain, 
Each is dismounted by the shock : 
To horse, to horse ! reeds must not mock ; 4^0 
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Fix stronger lances : now they meet, 
And Walter's rival's at his feet. 

Thus, knight to knight fame's hopes impel. 
But Walter's fortune bears the bell ; 
Framed from the lap to knighthood's call^ 
His steady hand and eye do all, 
More prone to spear than bloodier glave ; 
Not every gladiator 's brave. 

And now the victor's bosom glows, 
As tho' he felt his palmy brows, 
His looks still challenging — no knight — 
And Cara's sickened at the sight — 
Proclaim yet his defiance — none 
The glove to throw ? is the fight done ? 
Prepared the marshals to areed 
To him, Sir Walter, honour's meed ; 
The rolls already they display : 
A trump is heard — a shout — stay, stay ! 
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Sunk the proud breast; in thought, oppressed 

The sickle's sweep its ripened crest ; ^tC 

In lip compressed, eye scrowling, rolls 

The savageness of little souls. 

And who the stranger? why so late? 

On hiiu some evil genius wait ! 

But see, he comes — two boy-hke squires, ^2^- 

So fair, scarce down their chins attires. 

On either side his steed's proud neck, 

In jackets rose and myrtle deck ; 

He haughty in his gait ; his crown 

Of steel bright waves the egret's down ; 

Bright steel his corslet blazed, so bright. 

It dashed the gazers' glances quite. 

Reflecting the gay scene ; his horse 

Of jet black ; main long, flung in course ; 

Armed at all points ; the emboss shows, ^^>r 

In silver, myrtle-sprigs and rose ; 

His shield not ample ; field purpure, 

On which a winged boy held secure 
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A trunk-tossed elephant, and light 

Cords bound around his hamstrings tight ; Mo 

Read scroll, " Le foible lie le fort/' 

Edged rose and myrtle as before ; 

His spear was wood of cinnamon. 

And carved the selle he sat whereon. 

Thus rode he to the centre course ; ^uc 
Where proud on haunches reared his horse. 
And, spite of form, and Walter's frown. 
He flung his thundering gauntlet down : 
What horse laugh, like the witches* mocks, 
And Walter, as an earthquake, rocks ? Aro 
'Tis Carats bird, whose joy had been. 
In clapping wings, and eyes' fire^ seen. 
From the first moment the strange knight 
Within the lists had rode in sight. 

" Sir Unknown, we deem it right, "^"^^^ 
Since thine bear not the rolls of fight. 



Digitized by 



/>!) 

To Qttk thy lineuge and name, 
Thus tardy in the field of fame/* 

" My lineage, their fountains quelled, 
Than thine have many prouder swelled ; 4U 
My name is writ, as theirs of yore ; 
Tis writ," the stranger sighed, " in gore." 

We will not parley, stranger knight. 
With us shall no plebeian fight ; 
Shall our escutcheon stoop to blot ? 
If noble light we ; if not, not/* 

** Our blood is noble, prove thou thine ; 
Whose is not — shod in Palestine ? 
Saw not our shield yon holy place ? 
Who durst to it a finger raise ? '^'^^ 
'Tis coward's game, with words to abate 
The deeds they dare not imitate ; 
Had thy heart felt true noble*s heat. 
It had deemed noble who would meet ; 
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Know, true thanes — they rank lustre lend, 
Rise to the worthiest, not descend ; 
Such were thy sires — would they one. 
Like thee degenerate claim as son ? 
Open their souls sought not to imply 
Insinuation's meaner lie." 

" Lie?" quoth Walter; "what knight true" 
" He whose pale cheek confesses due — 
How gained thy ancestry its state ? 
By greatly daring to be great. 
The brave ne'er ask what may be lost ; 
They ask but where the danger most : 
Deem'st thou thy sword, for children's play, 
And spurs but given — to run away ? 
My blood ignoble ? never, till 
Thou with better blade can spill — 
Unworthy limbs this corslet lace ? 
Let thy worthier spear uncase — 
Would thou be noble ? first be man ; 
There, lift my gauntlet, if thou can ; 
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Stoop, unless it thy fingers sting ; i[^\r 
Walter's have stooped to baser thing.*' 

He spoke, and irony's pared prong 
Forked Walter, as an adder's tongue ; 
In madness, javelin straight he heft; 
It hurtled harmless on his breast : nno 
" Shame," burst the throng;" Shame" imped the bird. 
And hissed, as tho' a fury spurred, 
And the detected recreant 'bashed, 
To fairer goal his passion lashed. 
First, vaulting from his horse, his eye, 5t«^* 
Glaring the felon's, spoke one nigh ; 
Then rushed to saddle ; and anon, 
The trump, the charge — but Walter's down : 
He rising, snatched a sword; the knight 
Drew too, and leaped from horse to fight. ^ ^ 

Brands fire deal, death— steeds neigh— shriek dames 
But Walter's rage cool courage tames, 
His steel the stranger's — ask thy life — 
Ruffians, as signaled, part the strife : 
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Pinioned behind, no ire bestead ; jns* 

His helmet wrenched, 'tis Raymond's head. 

Intent spectatress, Cara falls 

Swooned ; the bird, help, help lady, calls ; 

The barriers crowds burst ; he by power's 

Foul treason 's dragged to the gate-towers. rt% 



END OF THE SECOND CANTO. 



Digitized by 



64 



But ah ! too meek for spousal pride — 
A virgin, or a virgin bride ! 
Untainted hast thou rolled, since born, 
Untainted shalt, till quenched thy horn ; 
Nay, at the last, the same shalt be ; 
But all else pure, and worthy thee. 

Raymond, thou art a prisoner — child 
Of harsh philosophy, not spoiled — 
Had earth heaved, sky fall'n, ocean rent, 
It unappalled on thee were spent ; 
And shrink'st thou from the spider's tread ? 
Passion most delicately fed. 
Most opposite — flood, fire — west, east — 
Oil, lymph — at once most brave and least ! 
Now does thy bosom beat its wires. 
As a wild wing that never tires ; 
Is it love's gentle milk-drops sway 
Thy better particles to whey ? 
Why ask we ? to ourselves appeal. 
And who has felt alone can feel : 



Digitized by 



66 



But how can he from buffets go — 

Gyved, gagged, and manacled — a show — 

'Tis hard — e'en dead — scorn's finger thrust — 

Living, be mocked — and bear it must ? 

O thought ! not devil damned so low, 

But he may change, or leave his woe : 

And then perhaps Cara help may crave — 

No champion to die, or save — 

O dagger drugged ! O sting all fang ! 

If aught her precious peace o'erhang ? 

Can he — tho* she earth, heaven, implore — 

Ant's tuck invisible can more. 

Talk not of years of penance done ; 
In chains the first hour's all in one ; 
The first hour of the prison bird. 
Is an eternal * hope deferred 
While, for its other, beats heart halved ; 
Life's banquet served up, and not carved ; 
And every zest alive we find ; 
Joy, not its relish, left behind : 
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That —cell-torn superstition's tears ; 

This — nature's — locks, love, life, cut shears. 

Never is the heart so edged (\c 

To pain, as when to pleasure fledged. 

So felt Raymond ; so his care 
Rushed to the world and found it fair : 
O how glorious the foam. 

That beat upon his passage home ! iao 

O how sweet the mountain air. 

Might he but its sweetness share ! 

The very tempests of the sky 

Were pictures to his mental eye — 

The barest heath — bleak wilderness — 

Put on fertility and dress ; 

No tree that leafless boughs deform, 

But ideal blossoms would adorn. 

And not of nature's feast a guest. 

In air, earth, water, but seemed blest ; 

And he would fain have changed his state, 

God-stamped, for reptile's freer fate. 
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In misfortune's gloomiest hour. 
Hers to hint past bliss the power ; 
The bolt, the iron ring, the chain 
Beside, to paint our boyhood's reign. 

O happier than a king then ! free 
To range the hill, and climb the tree ; 
To tug the minnow from the stream ; 
To seek the hollow oak, and dream ; 
To seize the ring's permitted spoil ; 
To shout the triumph's loud turmoil ; 
To spin the bomb — his mortar^ bat ; 
To drop the lesser ball in hat. 
To urge the hockee, curved below ; 
To pick a bone, and balk the blow ; 
To catch with steady eye, not calm, 
The falling globe in stinging palm ; 
Or, arm entwining the loved lad. 
Hear of the bowers of Trinidad, 
And fancy every berry there. 
No other isle bore half so fair ; 
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O the soul chokeS; when crossed the chain — 
And shall we breathe again^ again ? 
When creaks the hinge, how sunk heart stout ! 
And will it turn to let us out ? 
The cobwebbed rafter, bell that knoUed, 
The wall but tapestried with mould, 
Tadpoled water, mouse-soiled crust. 
And smell — our brutal nature's worst — 
Shall these, for aye, our senses smite, 
Nor senses brutalized leave quite ? 
Oh, if to fetters life be driven, 
The maniac favoured is of heaven ! 

But other ills have had their day. 
And other ills have passed away — 
How passed ? we left them — the big wave. 
That swept our hope, new billows lave ; 
But how shall he, the prisoner, quell 
His prison thoughts, in prison cell ? 
Were wealth snatched from us ; soon again 
We cast the remnant on the maiii : 
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Or if, from pain abstraction sway, — 
His pittance is not brought to day ; 
To forget sorrow felt before. 
To woe adds one privation more. 



What can call Raymond's thoughts away ? 
Did grating flash moon's softer day ? 
Another ? now the cannonier 
Of heaven wings the bolt's career ; 
The turret rocks, the peal is heard ; 
Who sings to-night ? the prison bird. 
His spirit, to dejection worn, 
Aloft lifts the congenial storm ; 
The crash, that peaceful spirits mar, i'l^* 
Is music to the soul at war — 
An hour the sky was sweet — so soon — 
A Uttle hour, rode sovereign moon, 
Empearled the cloud, and rosy light — 
So soon the tempest's darker night ! 
Tis life's true image — fairy wile 
Besets us with its winning smile ; 
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And speed with the fond fiction fast — 
Beshrew that crash — the worst is past. 

O dreadful night ! peal peal outstuns, icv' 
A park of thunderbolts at once ; 
The sheeted fires, on every side, 
As racing o'er the dark course, glide ; 
The flood, its rubid serpentines 
Mirroring the angry heaven, shines ; 
Hill to hill flings echo far. 
And rocks to the infernal war ; 
The roofed skies, rent their windows, pour 
New deluge on their scom-flung floor ; 
Instinctively the race of air, 
And earth, to their retreats repair ; 
Wild with alarm, wolves howl ; thin cry 
Of nest-swept bird upbraids the sky ; 
And bleating lamb is seen to couch 
Near his fell foe, who will not touch — 
Who would a dog send forth to night ? 
See'st thou yon postern ? — form in white 
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Walter may friend forget, not foe, 
Nor durst he strike an open blow. 

Her coil of stairs — how will they soar ? 
Her faithful bird is gone before, 
And now beneath the battlement 
Hung dry, and cheered her as she went ; 
Now poised its wings and down it flew, 
Then up the dangling cord-steps drew. 
Around the jutting coigne it rims; 
While Cara drives the stretching pins. 

O lady, yet again — again — 
Tiy, try the links of the hempen chain ; 
In such a night, if chance it roam, 
No crow would seek aerial home : 
Think what the giddy height, ere trod ; 
One frail loop missed — and then — O God ! 
Think — no, think 'tis Raymond, he 
Deliverer, friend — yet more to thee — 
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Hear ; Sir Walter, who would seek 
Thy life, on my peace too would wreak 
The vengeance of his love ; bride I, 
I 'm sworn — forgive, heaven, perjury ! 
If, to that altar, where so late 
Thou^ stranger, won'st a name as great 
As low his — won'st before — thou wert 
Cause, that nor bird nor I were hurt. — 
To the altar — he, with priest alone, 
His courage questioning — shall come : 
Thus stands it ; he has ta'en the gage. 
Has given the ward of gate my page ; 
For me pass you, I hope, unkenned — 
Think me not light, I deem a friend 
A stranger — this dank panier holds 
Part my attire ; this veil unfolds 
A part — and oh ! one sigh hers — free — 
Who does — who has done this for thee." 

She paused — his eye a big tear burned. 
Or ruddy drop to crystal turned. 
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But yet these fetters ? ah, sage care ! 

The eating file theh* threads to wear — ^70 

Yet, lady, spare those fingera pain, 

Formed to touch sceptres, not a chain." 

He pressed his lips against them, while, 
Tho' trembling, they etiforced the file, 
And one hand soon is free to set ^1^ 
To fellow its releasing fret, 
And, iterating firmer teeth. 
Relieve the suffering limbs beneath : 
Body freed visibly, his mind 

Invisibly more fastenings bind. ^ 

And now their lips have pressed — the space 

Moments — long years of friends embrace ; 

The first lips' pressure^ pressed by twain, 

Is confidence not rent again; 

If rent, to rankle hatred's core ; 

Never indifference's more. 

Perhaps the tense veins his forehead speck. 

Etched their engravings on her neck ; 
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From flaming Sicily he came. 

Nor virtues, nor his vices tame ; 4(» 

To save his friend, were vile his head, 

As recklessly his foe had bled. 

" Tancred, 'tis I ; where are our band ? 
Their services must be at hand." 

" Santa Agatha, be laud ! 
Our chief, our chief again restored — 
The band are ready, and their plan 
Of rescue almost ripe to man ; 
Soon had we reft those caitifi* stones. 
Or interlined them with our bones." 4)« 

Well ; bid six speed ; on speed our ends 
Alone — the next, on swords depends — 
But thine, and cloak — these foolish weeds 
111 suit — thou know'st, has seen my deeds." 
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A MURKY gloom upon its wing^ 
The day slinks in — a guilty thing — 
The clouds lie motionless and crossed. 
As some wild imp of passion lost. 
Whose admiration turned to pain. 
At once had love and beauty slain ; 
And heaven, beshrewing the past ill. 
Looked penitent against its will ; 
And towering, like hills Apeninne, 
Its dingy instruments decline : — 
Beneath, still more the fatal spoil — 
Farms lay unroofed ; the mounds of toil, 
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The tilt-yard where ? not on the plain — 
Man^ ever changing^ still the same, 
Combining shapes, creating few — 
As the tube — turns to uses new. 
Peace yesterday, or peaceful strife ; 
Now war — war, even to the knife. 

The gay carousal's empty forms 
Rear barricades to living storms ; ^ 
Bristling, before the castle vent. 
The sloping stakes their pikes present ; 
And, to retard irruptions's deeds. 
Caltrops are thrown to lame the steeds ; 
Pent-houses built, and wheeled towers slight, ^ 
To elude the foe ; or, grappled, fight ; 
But what the assaiFd soul most subdue, 
A ram — work formidable — tho' 
In small space sketched, its beam swung full 
With coulters knobbed, for brazen skull, ^ 
Poized, child might sway it ; rafts well tied. 
And floating fort, the waters glide — 
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A scourge thou ; yet, thy lash compels 

The shrivelled virtues from their cells : 

Art thou of demon born ? if so^ 

The better principle can'st shew ; 

Buty if from the benigner sphere — ic 

Pernicious still why art thou here ? 

When is the time^ since time began, 

Man has not tried his arm with man ? 

Still to the brave be power, wealth, fame ; 

To cowards, want, vassalage, and shame — H 

Who feels regret the victors sweep 

Who have — but want the nerve to keep ? 

Tis the mind's fault, and not the sun's. 

If groan, will, have groaned, India's sons — 

Perhaps, unless war electric shocked, K 

The heart were tame, as earth were locked — 

And yet a million souls be hurled. 

That one may stride across the world ? 

They knew their fate, gave willing breath — 

Death's not to die, but to fear death. ^ 
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Or contract undertaker fail 
Thy tabernacle thin to nail. 

Ever of gayest and most grave. 
Is thought-tranced melancholy made. 

let me glide the lustred room. 
Rapt in sublimity and gloom^ 
Survey the fairest things of breath — 
To-morrow — yea, to-morrow death ! 
O'erhangs the weeping fair thy breast — 
O'erhangs — as tho' the last time pressed ? 
Be happy — Oh ! her angel form 
Shall thy last living thoughts adorn ; 
Perhaps, had thou lived another week. 
Another bosom held her cheek ; 
Or time, with icy wing, compels 
To love nor this, nor any else. 

Meanwhile, in dungeon dank and deep, 
Lay Ladye Cara in the keep ; 
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It knew the characters — how sweet 

To lay the token at her feet ! ^ 

And little thinking of the fine 

Message oft pays, as love were crime, 

It straightway to the castle flew. 

Walter's eyes rolled, the bird he knew ; 

The ticket dangling too was seen ; 1^ 

Rage can break thro' the holiest screen : 

** Accursed fowl ! eaves-dropping imp ! 

No more, to fetch and carry, limp." 

He spoke, and snatched a yew-bow near, 
Chose the best bolt, and drew to ear — 
Where were ye, genii of the air ! 
Who to guard the gentle care ? 
O fairy, whose the precious gift. 
Why suffered 'st thou its charm bereft? 
T was weighed aloft — sky's golden scale, ^7* 
Nor bird to flinch, nor shaft to fail : 
Yet, when it fell, a scream was heard. 
The stream stood still, the savage stared, 
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Love's last, best dream ! ere we part. 
Breathe one sigh to shew thy heart 
Nor stone, nor steel, nor adamant^ 
To feelings I will not recant — 
Feelings I had hoped, in vain, 
Would never scourge my soul again — 
Feelings in this sea of strife 
Alone console the wrecks of life — 
And, Oh ! when you have heaved a sigh. 
Forget ; but hate not — lest I die." 

And now, on the blank metal's side 
The stamping die is rife to slide. 
And, what planned providence and skill. 
More rapid energy fulfil. 
The rafts now move, like Chinese punt. 
Towards the walls a boarded front — 
A sinewy swimmer, by night's grace. 
Had ring and pulley fixed to base. 
Thro' which a rope was slid to haul 
Besieger's vanguard to the wall — 
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The chief his tower's loss ill brooks — 
Try the scalade — the ladder hooks. x%i: 
A lively Swiss first clomb the walls ; 
A hatchet strikes — he reels^ he falls ; 
Poor Jaques ! no more thy lake's dark blue 
Shalt thou embrace, or mountain's hue ; 
Better chamois to chasm deep 
Had'st thou pursued^ than thus to sleep ; 
For then might sleep thy mother's heart. 
Who weeps and wonders where thou art, 

Luigi next, too late to aid, 
Mounted, and drew arenging blade ; '^'^ 
Between the nape and chin, full low 
He struck who had struck first death-blow ; 
And disembodied soul sent stark, 
To wrestle perhaps again with Jaques. 

Instant, against his bosom fall '^^^ 
Two boar-spears, unstrapped from the hall. 
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Renowned in bull-fights^ his to kill. 
And smiles were wreathed upon his skill. 

But now the assailed excited post. 
And dampness dimmed the hearts that lost ; 
Raymond, who coolly watched each feat, 
Bade sound the clarion to retreat — 
But, ere the expedition o'er, 
Balistae, catapults, out-pour ; 
A tempest — arrowy sleet — and storm 
Of stones, lead, darts pitched fiery warm, 
Rains — battered are the wooden walls, 
And many a shield and shielded falls : 
A third at least, ere bank can cover. 
Rest quietly, waft Lethe over. 

Mount, men-at-arms ; flung gate, as soon ; 
Up the portcullis; down pontoon — 
A sally — while the staggered foe 
Scarce feels, so home the stunning blow ; 
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This in after-times, in smoke ; 
That in arrowy clouds, unbroke : 
The first discomfited too form 
In rear, and fill fresh lines of storm. 

Walter the toscin tolls — agreed 
The signal, if they not succeed — 
But sharp the struggle ; helmet flung, 
Brave Raymond in the thickest sprung, ^iv 
Strove every where to pierce the line. 
And reach the tempting bridge in time ; 
Tis reached ; pursued in vain they ride, 
Pui'suers seize the other side : 
And now the tug of war is urged, "ii* 
Art's feint in manly strength immerged. 
Hand to hand and reed to reed, 
Shield to shield, and steed to steed — 
When, lo ! by Walter's mandate, flies 
The arena ; secret bolts unties ^iC 
His cunning, and the knots unloose 
That bridge held fast — down, down friends, foes — 
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How oft, delighted thee to press, 

And woo thy charms, unswathed by dress. 

Plunged, from thy pebbled floor, I bring %^ 

Strength to my soul, and soul to sing ; 

With keener zest thy willows see. 

And think all nature washed with me. 

Yet not so soft, so winning, wind 
Thy waves pellucid, to my mind, 
As those dipped boyhood's dulcet cup, 
As those first taught to bear me up — 
Scarce a tree slants the Ravens bourne. 
But slants my heart, there mapped each turn ! 
There hour led hour, in dog-star's heat, ^ 
Yet found the dreamer at his feat — 
Wild, rapt, and visionaiy, he. 
Catching the gilt balls of fancy, 
A poet then, and did not know it, 
And now — past poetry — a poet ! iUr 
Then seeing, in the alder's bath, 
Such forms of beauty world not hath : 
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And, Darent, oft on ripple sheen. 

By gentle maid my ghost be seen. 

So meekly mild, the shadow light V\9 

Scare not, but form her dream at night ; 

And, as a happy omen, tell 

Her days smooth as thy waves shall swell. 

Meanwhile, day's unseen charioteer 
Had crept beyond his mid career, It^C 
Nor peeped, lest from his concave steep. 
He see the scythe-wheeled passions sweep — 
Raymond sat pondering — a thought — 
He leaped — 't is anvil on, not wrought — 
What may not Walter, in despair, 4m> 
'Gainst undefended beauty dare? 
He quests the dying ; lips near spent 
Inform him where his Cara's pent : 
O, were he back in gyves again — 
Her lovely limbs to bear his chain ! ^ 
Yet his a sword — can it pierce stone ; 
Yea, can intelligence alone ; 
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And Raymond's craft, to call them forth, 
A false attack debouched to north ; 
There his ponderous ram, on float. 
Against the furthest angle smote ; 
And shouts were flung, and every noise, 
That art to cheat a foe employs. 

Presently, left of gate, emerge 
Two of the divers — one — whose charge 
Was by all means to gain the keep. 
Niche by its portal — there — not sleep — 4lC 
But if there knight dark deed should bring, 
To be not nice of poignard's sting. 

Now flashed the plan ; 'twas Raymond's aim 
That his, as theirs tricked, lodgment gain : 
The slain he stripped, and, in their peel — 4Uo 
Casques, and devices, crests and steel — 
Rined his own myrmidons, who feign 
To be shut out ; cut off*, in vain 
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Chills Walter's faculties unhinge. 

Aghast — gone hope ; but not revenge. 

Loy on his knees, on flinty floor. 

An iron man, by iron door — 4tr 

What demon stays the lock ? no ; he, 

The demon, Walter, turns the key : 

Thank God, it springs ! wrath-winged, that name 

Springs to thy neck and spinal vein — 

Full faithfully the Persian's thrust 

Hath sacked its bond in judgment first. 

Now darts along a frenzied man. 
Like a fakir, so wild, and wan ; 
What bars his way is dashed, or freed. 
As heaven itself hung on his speed — ^^l^' 
'Tis Raymond — subterranean creek 
He dives, tho' flame hang on his cheek ; 
And back, ere clock could spring alarms. 
He springs, his heaven in his arms ; 
But pale, joints dropping, as tho' life, ^ 
Tired out, let crop its rose of strife ; 
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And trumpets blazon to the blast 
Their awfullest note ; because the last. 

Pursuivants^ first, a gaudy show — 
But stiff each muscle tricked to woe, 
Reckon their steps ; then, borne a crown 
Splendid and i-are — each feather's down — 
Next, o'er conch of mother-o'-pearl, 
Limp wings the bird's remains unfurl ; 
This four white swans in harness train, cko 
Begemmed beaks, cowries stud the rein ; 
Behind, its fairer mistress wept. 
As tho' her first bom paid the debt. 
And Raymond near can scarce refrain. 
To see her weep, to weep again ; Vfv*' 
And each knight of the cavalcade 
Walked first, and squire to lead horse bade ; 
And every banneret displayed 
His lowered flag, that swept the glade : 
And thus, with weary steps, they shine, 
Till the twin Beeches halt the line. 
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Parrots, and paiTukeets — their cousins — 

So numerous, they ranked by dozens ; 

The green Toucan, with homy beak. 

The tody's crest from Martinique ; 

The splendid royal fisher, west ; 

The crowned — Amboyna boasts the nest — 

Flamingoes with their scarlet gowns ; 

Menure that haunts the Great Isle's downs ; 

And Pharaoh's bird that loves the palm. 

Which Egypt's cunning hands embalm, 

And the great bustard, shunning man ; ^so 

Quail, partridge, pheasant, ptarmigan ; 

And the peacock, with its thousand eyes ; 

And footless bird of paradise ; 

And whidaws, which tail-shafted fly ; 

And the love-birds which pair, or die ; 

And owls were there — a solemn train — 

And hooting solemnly their pain ; 

And every bird of sea, or air. 

Field, wood ; clawed, webbed, or wattled, there. 
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Yet still, to after times to bear CM 
Memorial of the child of air — 
Slabbed then the spot— now reft the stones — 
Yet dig, and you will find the bones. 

But lo, the steed — and Walter kneels, 
And light one knee press Ladye's heels ; 
Yet she looks back — her eyelids swell — 
The red flames wave a warm farewell. 
Raymond, be kind — thy pearl's of worth — 
She has no friend, but thee, on earth — 
The unknown world is at her feet ; 
And wonderest, that her bosom beat? 
Two days since, strange thy face she 'd call. 
And now, for aye, thy love — or thrall — 
She looks upon thee — and would smile — 
Yes, let thy lips those drops beguile : tyr 
Be kind, be kind ; that billowy nest, 
Flared by thy hand, she long had prest ; 
Who pangless leaves what panged before, 
And feel they ne'er shall see it more ? 
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But whither went they? ask the sky, 
Whence came the living star of eye — 
But whither went they ? star, that flowers 
Its rocket fires, ask where it bowers — 
But whither went they ? babbler, cease — 
They went to where they could have peace ^ 
Peace the world gives not : tho', so fair. 
It stand between man's God-ward prayer : 
Perhaps in some grot, as, Patmos, thine, 
Quafledfood, earth ; quaffed, what stream gave, wine ; 
Perhaps, watched, upon some crater benched, 
The only vestal fires ne'er quenched ; 
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Taste, which conventional imparts 
All feelings right — except the heart's. 
— O world, if at my feet thou lay, 
Thee, fortune's ball, I 'd kick away 
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